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Altered Perceptions 


Author's Notes: 

MetallichickLars and icechildel002 were bored. MetallichickLars and icechildel002 love Lars. MetallichickLars and 
icechildel002 joined forces. MetallichickLars and icechildel002 are ‘Seductive Rhythmz’. This is our first attempt 
at writing with one another and is the first of many! 
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| wonder if he ever feels my eyes on him. He's never made any indication that he has, so for now | know that 


my secret is safe. 


It won't be for long though if | can't keep my eyes off him, but no matter how hard | try | just can't. | want 


him so much, but it can never be, and on some deep level | know that, but it doesn't make a difference. 


| know it, but | don't believe it. | won't accept it at any rate. 


You're probably wondering what I'm talking about. Sometimes even | don't know. The one thing | do know is that 
I'm in love with my best friend, my straight best friend. Sad isn't it? l'm lusting after a man that | can never 


have. But that's not quite right now is it? 


I'm not just lusting after him, this isn't some childish crush. I'm in love with him and it scares me to death. | 
need his love of life, his constant laughing. | need him in general. | need him to keep me under control, to keep 


me going. 


| love the way his smile seems to light up the room. | love the way he gets so excited when he's playing 
behind his kit, or when he's listening to something that he's really into. | love the way he tosses his hair when 


he laughs, or when he runs his hand through the disheveled locks when he is nervous. 


| don't want to sit by and watch as he runs his hand through his hair anymore. | don't want to watch his nose 
scrunch up as he snorts when something is funny. | don't want to watch his amber colored hair as it falls 


loosely over his muscled shoulders. 


| want to touch him. | want to touch him and hold him close to my body. | want to feel his hair tickle against 
my chest. | want to kiss that small nose and | want to kiss those cupid bow lips as they spread into that 
youthful smile. 


| need to hold him against me. | need to keep him close and safe in my arms. 


But | doubt that it will ever happen 


Every time | watch him all | can think about is holding him. I'm not even onto the idea of fucking him just yet. 


| swallow my beer and stare out the dirty window. | just thought of fucking Lars, my male friend, and | don't 
feel the tiniest bit odd about it. In fact, | find myself adjusting my legs a little bit so | can get comfortable. 


Fuck, what has he done to me? 


| watch as storm clouds roll in, Lars hates storms. That means l'm gonna be staying awake tonight. 


You see, Lars and | share a bedroom, a very small bedroom with one bed. Sometimes when he's sleeping lll 
throw my arm around his waist, under the guise of getting into a better position | really do it because it's the 


only time | can be that close to him with out making it obvious. 


He's a very touchy feely little guy, and has no problems with giving me a hug in public or kissing me on the 


cheek in greeting. 


It used to bother me that he was so open. | mean, if I'm walking down the street and see two guys kissing 
each other on the cheek, the ‘Gaydar' goes off. But Lars doesn’t care about that. He could give a fuck less 
what people think. | envy him that. 


In my home, it wasn't even acceptable for me to wrestle with my brothers, let alone hug them. Not that | 


would, they were mean fuckers. 


My dad hugged me once in my whole life. Right after mom died. 


Dad is extremely homophobic and not exactly the affectionate type. He's more of the ‘Bow-down-to-the-Lord- 
or-I'll-break-out-the-belt type. 


So needless to say, when Lars and | became closer friends, he started being his true self, which is openly 


affectionate and talkative as all fuck. 


Yes, Lars hugs me and kisses me, but it's not the way | need him to hug and kiss me. 


I've never had sex with a guy, never been attracted to one to be honest. That was until | met him a few 


years ago. 


| feel a hand on my shoulder and it takes me by surprise, knocking me out of my musings. "Fuck!" | screech, 


whipping around to be met with those devastatingly bright green eyes. 


Lars tosses his head back, his loose hair falling on his shoulders as he pushes it out of the way. | swallow hard 


as | feel the blood rush to my cheeks. 


"Hal Pikslikker! Scared ya, eh?" he smiles warmly at me as he gloats. "It's getting kinda late and it looks like a 
storm's coming in. Wanna hang out in the bedroom till the thunder fucks off?" | can already hear the timid 


Tone in his voice, despite him trying to mask it with a smile. 


| look out the window again and see a flash of lightening in the distance. Out of the corner of my eye | see 


Lars flinch. 


‘Sure you don't want me to hold you until you fall asleep? | promise | won't let the big bad storm get you, 
Litte One." Lars looks at me and grins, rolling his eyes skyward. "How do you say Little One in Danish?" That 


gets me another eye roll and a smile. 


"Kun lidt sig, loosely translated," he says, squeezing my shoulder and turning. | watch his ass wiggle in those 
skin tight jeans and close my eyes. 


Lars goes into the bathroom, and | push myself out of the chair I've been in, wishing all the while that he 


would take my request seriously. 


EE EE E AE E OK EE EE OE EE EK 


"He wasn't kidding," Kirk says, bending over in the small bathroom to towel dry his hair. 


Lars navigates towards the tub with his toothbrush and watches Kirk curiously. 


"Eh? What's that mean?" he questions, working the toothbrush in and out of his mouth. 


"What do you think it means? A grown man offers to cuddle you with a straight face, and you can't take the 
fucking hint?" 


Lars moves behind Kirk and spits into the small sink He leans over and turns on the faucet taking some water 


into his mouth, then spitting it out. "Ja, | get the hint that you're mental..dude, what are you even talking 


about? He's James! He was just messin’ ‘round a bit" 


Kirk sighs and tosses the towel over the shower curtain rod. He puts his hands on Lars‘ shoulders and stares 
at his friend's puzzled face. 


"Look, man, all I'm sayin’ is, you should keep an eye on James." 


"Ja? Why is that?" Lars asks, rolling his eyes. He jumps a little when a loud rumble of thunder makes the smile 
fall from his face. 


"Watch James and you'll see just how much he watches you.." Kirk kisses Lars' temple and wishes him good 


night, leaving Lars' mind racing as he makes his way down the hall to James... 


"No, not James, just the bedroom..” he thinks, pulling on his hair a bit. Lars sighs and wishes Cliff goodnight as 
the tall bassist staggers by him in a stoned haze. 


Lars reaches up and pulls the switch to shut off the small hall light. A bolt of lightening bathes the now dark 
hall way in an eerie glow for a moment and Lars hurries into the bedroom, suddenly feeling the need to take 


James up on his offer. 
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| just finished getting ready for bed when Lars enters the room, shifting in place like a skittish colt. | can see 
the wild look in his eyes. The one he always gets when there is a storm. The sudden urge to wrap my arms 
around him almost overwhelms me. | settle for walking slightly towards him, not moving too fast, | don't want 


to scare him. 


"Lars?" 


He jumps slightly as | call his name, but as he looks over at me | am relieved to see the wild look in his eyes 
fade slightly, | hate when he looks like that. Its so hard not to just pull him close and hold him as the storm 


rages on around us. 


‘lm sorry James, it's just the storm, ya know? | don't really like them and it was dark in the hallway and the 


lightning just scared me a little, ya know?" 


Another bolt of lightning flashes outside followed by a tremendous crack of thunder and Lars almost jumps 
out of his skin His eyes fly to the small window in the corner of the room before looking at me, and then back 


at the window. 


He is starting to scare me a little, this is the largest storm | have seen in years, and | know he isn't handling it 
very well. | need to get through to him, and as | think of how to do this, | hope that | won't make a fool out of 
myself. 


"Komme her kun lidt sig," | say softly, hoping that | have not mangled the language too badly. | breathe a silent 
sigh of relief as Lars' head whips around, wide jade eyes locking with my own. He seems confused for a second, 
before he hesitantly walks over to me. | just open my arms and pull his small frame tight against me, feeling 


his body trembling against my own. 


"Its ok Uli, the storm can't hurt you, nothing can as long as l'm here, | promise." | feel him stiffen slightly in 
my arms, and | prepare to hear him dismiss what | said, but he just tightens his arms around me and lays his 
head on my chest, over my heart. | softly kiss the top of his head, almost missing his whispered words of 


thanks. 


| hold him close to me and let my eyes fall closed. This is where he belongs, in my arms where | can keep him 


safe from the storm and the world. 


| let my hand tangle in his hair, massaging his scalp with my finger tips. The silky locks tickle at my skin as | 
rest my cheek against his head. 


Lars lets out a small sigh, and his breath glides across my shoulder. 


| feel my heart rate pick up and | hope he doesn't hear it from where his ear is pressed against my chest. 


A loud clap of thunder makes both of us jump. He looks up at me and smiles nervously, that scared, haunted 


look back in his eyes. 


Lars watches me for a few moments and | feel heat rising to my cheeks. This isn't how it's supposed to be. 
He's suppose to just stay where | can touch him and comfort him, not watch me and make me nervous. He 


cocks his head to the side, examining me. 


| start to fidget, moving my free hand up and down his back as | stare at the floor. | let my hand drift lazily 
down to the small of his back by accident. | leave it there for a few seconds longer than necessary and | feel 


his muscled flesh twitch underneath my fingertips. 


| don't look at him, but | feel his body shake as our home rocks in the wind. I'll never know if it was the wind 


or my touch that caused him to shiver. 


| look down at him and our eyes lock | only meant for my gaze to flit past his, but he's so close, and even in 


the dingy yellow glow from our bed side lamp, his eyes captivate me. 


| move my hand up to his neck and smile at him, trying to act like having him this close isn't killing me. | give 
him my warmest smile and feel my heart break a little on the inside when his small pink lips curl back. Would 
he smile if he knew all | could think of doing right now was kissing him and stroking his bare flesh? 


Lars looks up at me from under those feminine lashes, his eyes stil looking scared and nervous. 


| wish it didn't take a storm for him to get this close to me. No, that's not right at all. | wish it didn't take a 


storm for me to get this close to him. 


‘I'm impressed," he says, pulling way from me and moving over to the bed. | stand there for a minute and 
realize just how badly | need him. l'm such a cold person, | never noticed how cold until | had his warmth for 


that brief moment. 


| swallow and clear my throat, going to the other side of the small bed and taking off my shirt. 


Impressed with what?" | question sitting down to take off my jeans. | slide them down to the floor and quickly 


get under the large comforter. I'm cold again, but as | watch a fond smile creep over his face | know its going 


to be hard for me to sleep tonight. 


Lars drops his jeans to the floor and | look up at the ceiling. I've seen him naked a million times before, but 


some how it doesn't seem right to look but not touch. 


The wind whistles outside and yet another crash from above makes him jump. Lars gets under the covers and 


| turn to see him bite his lips as he stares at the ceiling. 


He takes several deep breaths and exhales slowly, calming himself as best he can 


‘I'm impressed with you. You managed to coin a cheesy nickname for me in my mother tongue and be more 
affectionate than | think I've ever seen you in the span of minutes..." 


Fuck.. He's wasn't suppose to call me out on being affectionate. 


"Yea, well..not like I'd do it for just anybody," | say quietly. Lars is much like a wounded animal when he gets 


scared. You can get close and risk being scratched and bruised or you can let him come to you. 


"Maybe Kirk's right." he mumbles turning onto his side and watching me again. | don't like when the game is 
switched around on me. IT was much easier to watch him from a distance and crush my hopes. It's not so 


easy to deny my feelings when he's watching my every move. 


The house rocks back and forth and my eyes lock with his again. He's the wounded animal again, scared and 


needing comfort. 


| tell him to roll over onto his side, facing away from me. His look of confusion and fear is heartbreaking, but 
before | can say anything, he does what | ask. | feel the bed shaking with the tremors that are wracking his 
small frame and without hesitating | inch closer to him until my body is molded around his. | wrap my arm 


around his waist, my fingers splayed across his stomach as | rest my other arm over his head. 


"What happened to make you fear storms so much?" 


| can feel him start to pull away slightly but | won't let him go, so he settles back into my embrace as | start 
to rock him slightly. He's quiet, and | don't think he will answer me, but all the sudden | need to know what 
happened to him, why he is so frightened. 


"Min faren---my father had gone to a club in downtown LA, | wasn't with him because | had tennis practice. 
Some of the guys wanted to go out for some food, so | went with them. We were there for several hours, and 
by the time we left it was late. It had started to rain, but it didn't bother me. By the time | got home though, 
the storm hit," he stops for a moment, and on impulse | kiss his bare shoulder before again resting my head 


on my pillow. 


"There was so much lightning, and the thunder was so loud it sounded like gunshots. | tried to get in the house, 
but | didn't have my key. | didn't have anywhere to go, so | just curled up in a corner, hoping my Da would be 
home soon. | don't really remember how long | was out there, only that | was scared to death. | wasn't really 
sheltered from the rain, and | was soaked. When he came home, | was so scared that | didn't even know that 


he was there. He ended up just picking me up and carrying me into the house." 


He's trembling so hard in my arms that l'm afraid he'll break, but after a few moments he calms down a little 


and continues to speak. The whole time | haven't said anything, just held him as he poured his heart out to me. 


‘| was so terrified being outside during that storm, and now whenever there's a storm, the only think | can 


think of is how scared | was, and how utterly alone | felt.” 


His last words are enough to break me. My eyes start to sting as tears fall silently down my cheeks. My little 
Lars, | never realized just why storms scared him so much. The only thing | can do now is let him know that 


he'll never be alone. 


"| can't imagine how scared you were, but | need you to believe one thing. You aren't alone, Uli, you never will 


be. I'll always be here when you need me, I'm not going anywhere." 


| stop myself before | blurt out how | feel about him, | can't ruin this. | almost cry out when he moves 
against me, but he's not trying to get away from me. Instead, he rolls over onto his back, his hand resting on 
my arm that had moved from his stomach to the hot flesh of his hip. His eyes lock with mine and | can't 


breathe as | see the pain and hope warring in his wide eyes. 


"Really?" 


| can't speak so | only nod and am blown away by the sheer happiness that shines through his timid gaze. 


Without thinking, | move my hand from his hip and cup his jaw. My thumb glides across his cheek. He starts to 
say something but | just shake my head slightly and he subsides. I've wanted him for so long, and | can't resist 
the urge to kiss him anymore. | move my head closer to him and | can hear his breath hitch, but he makes no 
move to stop me. We're only a breath apart when a huge crack of thunder shakes the house, and Lars jumps 


violently in my arms. 


He looks up at me and pulls back, looking terrified. 


"James..'m sorry." he says, his voice shaking with fear. He's not supposed to be sorry. | move my hand from 
his chin and push his ruffled hair behind his ears. "I'm a fucking wreck, man.." he whimpers, his fingers digging 
into my arm. "Bet I've lost a lot of points with you now..some fucking drummer | am, so scared of my own 

shadow that | can't even-" | laugh a little and take my hand away from his face to wipe at the wetness on my 


cheeks. Lars stops speaking when the thunder rattles his world again. 


"Lars," he glances to the window. | call his name softly as his eyes dart about the room. He doesn't respond to 
me the first few times. | put my hand on his cheek again and lean forward slowly. "Hey, Little One," | whisper 
into his ear and his eyes meet my own. "You're safe..never gonna have to find shelter again. I'll always keep 
you out of the storm...” 


Lars nods and blinks a few times. "James?" he says my name like its his salvation and looks at me like a man 
staring down death, knowing he can't escape his fate. A sinister crackle comes from outside and | know that old 
oak tree is down. Lars squeezes his eyes shut and | watch more tears fall down his cheeks. "Make it stop," he 


moans, rolling so we are face to face yet again. 


He puts his head down and hides his face in the crook of my neck, like a child would. | grab him and hold on 
tightly as he sobs and shakes against me. He has one hand against my chest and the other wrapped securely 


around my wai st. 


| pull back and he looks up at me, hurt and saddened by what he must mistake as rejection His mouth opens a 
little and | surrender to my desire. 


Pressing my lips softly against his, we both freeze for a moment. The wind knocks down a few branches 


outside our window and we both jump, but we don't pull away from each other. 


Lars lets out a small whimper and brings a leg up to my hip, and a hand to the back of my head. 


He pulls me down and again my lips meet his, except this time we don't stop. | move my head slightly and his 
hand tightens on my head, fearing | will pull away from him, how is he to know that that is the last thing | 


want to do? 


| pull him tighter against me as | grow bolder. | softly lick at Lars' bottom lip and gasp softly as he opens his 
mouth to me, his tongue flicking out to play with my own. 


His hand softly strokes my scalp and moves to grasp the back of my neck, then he rolls us both so that he is 
lying beneath me on the bed. | break away from him slightly, needing to breath, but | can't stop touching him, 


kissing him. I've wanted this to happen for so long, and now he's here, and I'll never let him go. 


The storm continues to rage on around us, but | am too lost in him to notice. | kiss his neck, his ears, his nose, 
his temple, enjoying the soft whimpers he makes as he runs his hands up and down my back, tangling one hand 
in my hair, the other resting on the small of my back. 


God, his taste is intoxicating. He moves his head to the side, letting me nibble at his chin and lick at the hollow 


of his throat. | moan into his ear when his knee comes up between my legs, grinding against my erection 


Lars takes my face between his small hands and kisses me softly. The kiss is frantic and needy, but under 
that there is a gentle question in it. What does it mean? Does it have to mean anything? Can't it just mean 
that he needs me and that | want nothing more than to give him what he needs? 


We pull away, one of my hands rubs up and down his side, delighting in the way his skin jumps under my finger 
tips. 


The wind howls and Lars starts shaking again. He raises his eyes to me, and | am struck by what a pretty 
image he makes with his hair scattered across the pillow and his skin red from the love bites | have marred it 


with. 


"James." he cries softly, and | kiss him again, getting drunk on the feel of his body against mine. "Make it stop, 
Missekat, please? Make the fear go away, you're the only one that can.JEG elske jer Missekat, " he says 
quietly, swallowing hard. 


"What does that mean?" | ask as | stroke his face and press my lips to the newly fallen tears. The salty 
moisture is absorbed by my kisses and my heart bleeds for him. 


"Doesn't matter right now.." he says, looking towards the window as lightning lights up our small room. | know it 


matters. | don't know what he said, but | know it's important. 


| nuzzle my head against his neck and smile, wondering if he said what | wish he would say. His trembling hand 
rests on the back of my head and | sigh. | never want to see him this scared again. | promised nothing would 


hurt him while | was here, and I'll be damned if | don't stand by my word. 


| kiss his neck lightly, feeling his pulse racing beneath my lips. | trail sweet kisses along his throat to his ear, 
softly flicking my tongue against the lobe, smiling slightly as his hand tightens in my hair, pulling me closer to 
his body. 


He arches his back a little, his cock rubbing against my own hard length and | can't stop the groan that 
escapes me. He must like that because he does it again, and l'm overcome with the need to take him, to make 


him mine and mine alone. 


| move down his body, soothingly licking and kissing a path from his ear to the hollow of his throat. He tries to 
pull me back to his mouth but | resist, kissing lower until | reach his nipples. | flick my tongue around his nipple 
before | close my lips around it, lazily sucking and licking at the small peak 


He whimpers in pleasure as | tweak his other nipple with my fingers, loving the small gasps that are coming 


from deep within him. He whispers my name and | groan at the sound, needing him to do it again 


| move from his nipples to his belly button, playfully circling my tongue around it, then darting in and out, 
mimicking what | want to do to him so badly. His hips arch off the bed as he cries out for me to do 
something, anything. 


"Let me love you Pixie, the way you deserve to be loved," | freeze as soon as the words leave my mouth. l'm 


waiting for my world to turn into the storm that's consuming his fears. I've said too much. 


"James?" he questions, and the sadness is tangible in his tone. 


Oh god what have | done? In my panic | try to get off Lars, | can't face the rejection, the disgust that I'm 
sure | will see in his soul-penetrating eyes, but he won't let me go. He simply wraps his legs around my waist, 


refusing to let me go anywhere, refusing to let me leave his hold, to leave him. 


| close my eyes as my head hangs down, | don't have the courage to look him in the eye but then | feel his 


hand cup my jaw and | have no choice. My breath leaves me as | see tears sparkling in his beautiful jade eyes. 


"Missekat?" 


His voice is pleading with me softly and | know that | can't resist him. I'm so scared to tell him what | feel, but 
the look in his eyes, it's almost like he's hoping for something. 


"| love you, Uli, | have since the moment | met you. You were like no one | had ever met, so full of life, so 
determined to be something, and you would let nothing stand in your way. For so long I've buried my feelings 


because of my fear of love and, knowing that you could never feel the same for me but---." 


He kisses me, cutting off the words that | was going to say. | pour all my love for him into our kiss as our 
bodies shake violently, giving the storm a run for its money. Our kiss continues until we run out of breath. | 


rest my forehead against his and nuzzle his hand when it cups my jaw again and caresses my cheek. 


"JEG elske jer Missekat:" Before | can ask him again what it means, he translates the words softly. "I love you 


Missekat." 


My breath leaves me as he says those words, the three words that | thought he would never say to me. | 
look deep into his eyes, needing To know if this is truly what he feels. 


They are sparkling with tears, radiating with love and happiness, he loves me! 


| lean forward and kiss him deeply, shivering as his hand strokes the nape of my neck, his other hand on the 
small of my back. 


He grinds his hips into mine and | gasp loudly as my erection rubs against his own. My head falls back and | 
moan as Lars licks my neck, suckling lightly at the hollow of my throat. 


There is so much | want to do to him, but we have all the time in the world. | roll us over slightly so that we 


are both on our sides and | kiss him again as his legs tighten around me, pulling me closer to him. 


| start to move my hips rhythmically against him, loving the way he almost purrs at the feeling. | kiss him 


again, | can't get enough of him as my hand moves from the hot skin of his waist down between our bodies. 


Somehow, | managed to rid myself of my briefs as we moved against each other. His small willing hands fumble 
with the cloth, sliding it down most of the way. | kick them off under the blanket as we continue to move 


against each other. 


| gently curl my hand around his cock, loving the sharp cry that escapes him as he thrusts forward into my 
hand. He kisses me again desperately as | milk him, changing my grip slightly so that | hold is cock and mine in 
my hand. 


| moan loudly into our kiss as his hot flesh moves against my own, I've wanted this for so long and now l'm so 


close. | need him to come with me so | increase the pace, thrusting my own hips against his. 


| feel his body stiffen and he cries out my name as he comes at the same moment the loudest clap of 


thunder I've heard all night makes its presence known, swallowing up his cry of release. 


Lars' seed feels warm against my hand as he groans, pulling me as close to him as he can. That pushes me 


over the edge, and | kiss him again as | climax, whispering his name into his mouth. 


Lars goes almost limp in my arms, his body heaving from our passion. | wrap my arms around him and pull 
him close until his head is resting in the crook of my neck, his breath ghosting across my neck, making me 


shiver slightly. 


We lay together, panting and tired but very happy. After a while our breathing mellows out and | begin rocking 
us back and forth. 


"This okay?" | ask as | continue the rhythmic rocking, | look down at him and he gives a weak nod. His eyes are 


closed when he angles his head the slightest bit, letting me see the relaxed smile on his face. 


"Mmm, 's nice," he says dreamily, pressing his lips to my jugular and placing a hand over my heart. "Thanks, 


Het." 


"Anytime," | promise. | kiss his sweaty forehead and smile to myself as his body relaxes entirely in my arms. 


| pillow my head on top of his and pull the blanket around us with one hand. Once that's settled, | put my arm 
around his waist and stroke his hair with my other hand. 


Lars shudders when the thunder moves directly over our house, but it's only a small shudder. | know it will 


take time to curb him of that, but we'll get there. Hell we got here! 


He grips onto me a little tighter and | squeeze him back, letting him know he's safe, and that I'll always keep 


him out of the rain, no matter how severe the storm. 


THE END 


